I0                          THERE LAY THE CITY
wanted me to.   And the big black two-seater moved
along.
" Where to, now ? "   I asked after a while.
She looked at me from the corner of her eye, as
much as to say, she had heard that sort of question
before. So I repeated: " Where to ? "
" Home," she replied emphatically.
" Alright," I replied, " you don't have to be
grumpy about it I can't give you a lift without
knowing where you want to be dropped. Where
does home mean ? "
She laughed at my shortness, tugged at my coat-
sleeve as my hand grasped the steering wheel.
" Give me a cigarette first," she said
I dipped into my hip pocket and produced my
case. I brought out my lighter and gave them both
to her to help herself. And I drove on towards the
Fountain, where I slowed down and asked for direc-
tion. She pointed towards the right and I turned till
I came again to the main cross road and waited for
more direction, She had by then lit her cigarette and
returned my belongings to me. From her direction
I found I had entered the Drive and she pointed
towards the long stretch that led to the Hill. A
strange address, I thought, for a girl who made a
living dancing in Maxine's class. But I drove on
without a word, stepping on the accelerator till the
needle touched forty, fifty, sixty. The black two-
seater ate up the road and the lamp-posts passed by us
in rapid succession. Half-way down the drive she